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the seventh seal in the Revelations. But my uncle was
thoroughly a man of the world; and, what told even more
powerfully on my "behalf in this instance, he was a man of
even morbid activity. It was so exquisitely natural in his
eyes that any rational person should prefer moving about
amongst the breezy mountains of Wales to a slavish routine
of study amongst books grim with dust and masters too prob-
ably still more dusty, that he seemed disposed to regard my
conduct as an extraordinary act of virtue. On his advice, it
was decided that there could be no hope in any contest with
my main wishes, and that I should be left to pursue my
original purpose of walking amongst the Welsh mountains ;
provided I chose to do so upon the slender allowance of a
guinea a-week. My uncle, whose Indian munificence ran
riot upon all occasions, would gladly have had a far larger
allowance made to me, and would himself have clandestinely
given me anything I asked. But I myself, from general
ignorance (in which accomplishment I excelled), judged this
to be sufficient; and at this point my mother, hitherto pas-
sively acquiescent in my uncle's proposals, interfered with a
decisive rigour that in my own heart I could not disapprove.
Any larger allowance, most reasonably she urged, what was
it but to "make proclamation to my two younger brothers
that rebellion bore a premium, and that mutiny was the
ready road to ease and comfort" ? My conscience smote me
at these words; I felt something like an electric shock on
this sudden reference, so utterly unexpected, to my brothers ;
for, to say the truth, I never once admitted them to my
thoughts in forecasting the eventual consequences that might
possibly unroll themselves from my own headstrong act.
Here now, within three days, rang like a solemn knell, re-
verberating from the sounding-board within my awakened
conscience, one of those many self-reproaches so dimly masked,
"but not circumstantially prefigured, by the secret thought
under the dome of St. Paul's Cathedral about its dread
Whispering Gallery. In this particular instance I know
that the evil consequences from my own example never
did take effect. But, at the moment of my mother's sorrow-
ful suggestion, the fear that they might take effect thrilled
me with remorse. My next brother, a boy of generous and